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and bunched their robes so that they exposed bright yellow
heelless boots. All the time we were talking to the men,
the women continued to work, and showed only by an
occasional smile that they had heard the jokes that were
flying around.

The wells were extraordinarily deep. The women sank a
leather bucket at the end of a rope that seemed to descend
into a bottomless pit. When the bucket was full, three girls
would take the rope, and running back for at least forty yards
over the desert, would draw the dripping bucket to the well-
head. A man tipped the water into a trough, where a girl
crouched, filling goat-skins, and another girl would load
these on the back of a donkey.

When the goatskins were filled, Long Jack said that
they would take away buckets and ropes and depart with
their flocks and herds, leaving the well without any
apparatus for the drawing of water. The custom that each
Bedouin shall bring his own tackle means, of course,
that it would be possible for a traveller to die of thirst
on the parapet of a well if no-one were there with a bucket
and rope.

There came to my mind the words of the Woman of Samaria
when she saw Jesus sitting beside the well at Sychar He
asked her for water, obviously because she had brought with
her the necessary bucket and rope. But before she lowered the
bucket, Jesus spoke metaphorically of the " water of life,"
which she did not understand, thinking that He referred to
the well-water. I thought that her words to Jesus are the
first that would spring to the lips of any Bedouin girl if she
came on a man sitting beside the wells of Helba without a
rope and a bucket, yet promising apparently to draw water.
" Sir, thou hast nothing to draw with, and the well is deep."

Towards noon a heat haze trembled over the wide plain.
Our eyes, seeking for variety, seized eagerly on any rock
or low hill, or even the ragged line of a wadi, just as on the
high seas one looks with pleasure at a passing ship. At some
point, where I believe there was a post or some barbed wire,
we passed into Iraq. There was no customs-house or passport